Dear Dave , 1 1 / 1 2/9O 

I know that in some of my reminiscenees I've referred to Vito '“arcantonio as a 
friend but I don't know whether I've ever mentioned to you wliat our relationship was. 

We became very close friends and j&workerf for him but was never on his staff or paid. 

Vie first met when the Dies committee set me up ;uid was goi^g after me. We got to 
be such good friends he lived with me for a while. I don't remember whether he did after 
■uil and 1 married. He slept on a studio couch in the front of two rooms each 10x10 in 
a row house in a black district tiiqt had been converted into rather nice, if small, 
apartments, ^e had no car, did not drive, and x met him at the airport and drove him to 
the planes and as I mentioned in the letter to the Dost in the envelope I've just sealed 
for you, drove him to the White House often. As I remember it, his meetings with FDR 
were always at noon. 

We'd relax often at night, with what I suppose^ you'd call parties but were actually 
more like meetings over food and drink, often at the Madrillon and other fine restaurants. 
Including Italian. One, Gene's, where the aBG News building now is opposite the Mayflorwer, 
had a back yard with tables for mild weather but whether we ate there or in the building 
Gene always put a bottle of Strega on the table, for -nl alone. When I asked him why he 
Said, "Good for women." From the way he said it and the Italian men iaughed, I took it 
they regarded it as an aphrodesiac. So we'd be out late and he read every night. He read 
all Sandburg wrote on Lincoln until he could not keep his eyes open, and on the men he 
respected in out history. 

‘ x ’his usually made a problem getting liin up and going in the morning. And he had 
diabetes, which required tliat he inject insulin. And that required orange juice and food 
in about an hour. So, one worry was getting him to the House restaurant in tine. And I 
can't begin to recall all the Members of both parties who joined us or we joined. For the 
most part, save for the extremists, they liked and respected him. He was shapri And had 
he mastered the ■“■ules.* Gannon asked his suggestions on changes and asked hiia"to read the 
newer editions before they were printed. 

So, getting him to the 'white Hi use was a real problem. He'd tell me when to wake 
him, I would, and then would start his requests for just 10 more mmnutes. He'd fall asleep 
immediately and not infrequently he'd have another delay in getting going. 

Several times I was afraid tliat even when I sped I'd not get him there on time. I'd 
drive him to the West Executive Drive entrance and the security would let me park there 
until he returned. One morning he was quite tired and he kept going back to sleep and 
when I fell^he'd taken every minute he could he smiled and said, "10 minutes. We'll get him 
in the next round." I had a '37 Dodge then and we did just make it. Odd that no cop 
ever stopped me, going there or to and from the airport. V,He went back to his district 
twice a week and then saw all the constituents who wanted to see him, hundreds every night, 
Ugiith all kinds of problems. And he did serve them, whatever the problem. 

My two clearest recol_ections of the special jobs I undertook for him are helping 
him get more time on the Lend-Lease debate and one on the Dies committee. He used to 
call me "Philes. " Not a typo. After Philo fance, if you remember the books and movies, 
with Bill Powell playing Vance. "Philes," he said, "I need more time than I can get for 
this debate. Ham Fish (who handled the time for the GOP) will give me as much as he can 
(because Fish also opposed the measure) but I need something to persuade (and he may have 
used a more vigorous way of saying this) Sol #loom to give me more time. So, in a very 
short period of time I had what I thought he could use-in private, with $Loom. **ho was a 
aelf -important phoney. His daughter, fera, some kind of artist, perhaps a sculptor, had 
accepted an honor from Mussolini and hadn't retumed/it. I think in all he had the virtually 
unprecedent time of an hour from both sides. When he had finished I lef t the gallery and 
went to the cloak room door to wait for him. He was laughing when he came out, over this 
incident. He'd been stopped by one of the senior Ambers, I think Gannon, who told him the 
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story. X could see then talking and laughing. Two of ~he pro— war Democrats, of whom X 
remember pne, Gore of Term., father of the present Senator, and another, had both asked 
him to yield. Be did and when he responded he did that in a way that showed them up and 
embarrassed them. So, Cannon had spoken to each one of them as Mson" and said the 
flung to each, "don’t ask ^hrc to yield because if you do, he will, and then where will 
you be?" The other I may have gone into but tell me if I didn't. Xt is what I dug up 
on the Dies committee plagiarizing an anti-Japanese newsletter by some Nisei and pre- 
senting it as the committee's own original report on that. 

He had street smarts and toughness and he was exceptionally bright and quick 
with rejoinders, ne made no effort to change his accent of the East -^arlem of that time, 
mostly Italian, largely Puerto Rican, with some o their 4atinos. and a few blacks. 

I remember that once when we were visiting him and his wife l, she was a social 
worker who ran marlem -^ouse, miriam Sanders, and I have no reason to believe her's is 
Bernie Sanders' family ) one of ^arc ' s workers, Willie Bianchi was distraught looking for 
ffer c. Nothing would do but 4\ax we drive him around to see if we could find him. The 
district had a large population in a small area. The reason? The cops wanted a man who 
was innocent of what they wanted him for and he wanted Marc to be with him When he turned 
himself in. The people up there learned fast enough that the cops would beat them up if 
they went alone but would not dare if Marc took them there and knew the condition in 
which he delivered them. 


His friendships were remarkably wid_e. Ue net his <&tholic priest friends and some 
of the mafia, including one known as Tommy ^kree-finger Brown. He was often in D.C* with 
a ^ather Fillitti (phon) and I'm 3ure~jk>mmy paid all their costs. Tommy was, aside from 
his being mafia (and in those days laost young men from that area could not get anyt hing 
like decent employment, which pushed them toward crime ), a 4 thoughtful, considerate and 
kind‘s man in social gatherings and as soft-spoken. Last time I remember seeing him was 
when we were all the guest of the top woman in the -^emicratic National Committee, at her 
home, a very pleasant evening. Of course when we went out together' Tommy always grabbed 
the check. One of the men we met through him, in the NYC city administration, an Armenian 
-‘ti.l and I dicing t trust, was in recent years exposed as an FBI fink, Armand ‘-‘one firing or other. 


Perhaps the funniest event was when 3ome of his constituents insisted on delivering 
him for the first session after he won all three nominations and was elected by what 
amogris to acclimation. These characters feared he'd be assaulted or killed and insisted 
on being there to protect him. One of them had or borrowed a seven— passenger Buick, a 
large sedan with jump seats. Included w e re Gilberto Concepcion cieGracia, a brilliant young 
Puerto Rican lawyer who was the head of the independence, as, distinguished from the 
Nationalist Party v il e'd been the lawyer for albizu '-ompos and *" irie ocfiera . J Defending them 
endangered Guberto so Marc}? had hfem secretly brought to the 'US, where ne was working in 
the Pan American u ©ion. He had been admitted to the Supreme court bar. Then there was 
the head of the Go;.miunist i arty in his district. Then a guU named Fr nkie Lamonte, about 
whom I remember nothing. The Dzinni the Dip, a professional pickpocket. And u hiramello 
^phon), who had a coffee shop at the corner of the block on which flare lived, at 2l Ave 
and 116 Street. ^.His brother was a nussolini bodyguard, and he spoke almost no English.} 
But my what pastries and confections he had to go uith the Italian coffee. Served on 
round marble tables, w a k s u decorative wrought-iron legs, etc. A real coffee shop in the 
old-fashioned sense, where people net and r H"ri rrn . flitiigu inrri ~ thing-; 1 

Maybe there were more but these I remmber. Marc drew me aside and asked me to get them 
out of his hair and on the way back to /Manhattan after they saw he'd been swora in with 
nothing happening. 


Although he was a minority of one and often was alone in the position he took and 
he was always on the liberal side, he had many friends in both .arties and I Hi met quite 
a fe.< thuough him, more than those I've mentioed by many. What they would Isay on the floor 
and would reac/jtheir constituents and jSress was what their political needs dictated. They 
liked him, spent time with him, included him in their poker games and practical jokes. It 
is true that Joe Martin leaked to him. If you remember the scandal over those^was it the; 
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first 30 warplanes ilftt gave the gritislpg. Bell? hade in or n ar Buffalo? I was there when 
Martin, fronj ^ew York, told him. l don t rnij&n I was in the on*& the conversation. I,. was 
standing ^nd waiting nearby. 


What reall tj shook him up after a meeting with HDR, and I also was available for his 
reaction, is what he mimicked FHk as saying, "*4hk, if your boy Missolini continue® to 
behave Has well as he has been I think I can guarantee him Eritrea and Samolia.‘'Myat did 
that upset “arc! Ajid not alone because PDK referred to Kussojine as his boy. 


I refer in gy letter to the ^'ost to fare's .Lone defense of Eleanor Hoosevelt. The 
attack I remember was the day after she'd had the Congress to the White House and it was 
led by a reactonary OOP from Milwaukee, a mortician oj‘ the far-right whose n»me if I 
recall it correctly was Keefe. I don't remember all that transpired on the floor but in 
going after Keefe Marc said lie wasn't a gentleman in the sense gentdlanliness is under- 
stood in his district because the night before he'd gone to the White House and drunk 
Mrs. FBR's beer and eataa her pretzels and what he was doing was not what an East “arlem 


gentleman would do to his hostess whose beer he had drunk and pretzels he had eaten. The 
“oude laughed at Keefe. __ , / . . 

ylt had taken enormous effort for Marc to get his PEPC bill ^rTir^Tof r_ ^7TiR1. 

I'm sjre the reason PDH agreed to create the PEPC administratively was to avpid the divm- 
siveness of floor debate on the rights of blacks. » 

. j /'Yt /j-t-'ki"' 

1 think X told you about the shotgun weeding I got laa. to arrange gwhen a British 


sailor got the daughter of one of his constituents pregant and then, having r^dmised to, 
reiused to marry her. If I didn't, remind me. The British were wonderful about it. A 
full military wedding, under arched swords and all. Bo, the baby had a father never 
saw, but lit wasn t a bastard. 


We had a friend, Pete M 0 nti, not Ion# from It&ly, from his accent, who had the only 
bootleg restar*rnt I ever heard of. ^e was a fabulous cook but poor and he worked as a 
waiter until about 10 p.m. He rented the basement of a town house on UW iy street, 
the west side, between L ‘and 1-1. it was divided into three rooms, the back one was a 
kitchen and the other two were dining rooms. Wye back yard was the bathroom. His food 
was fantastically good. His pagftons were mostly musicians and a few political figures. 

W* went there often. I remember one night the party included Harry Bridges and Harold 
rrttchett, president of the union of the men who worked in the woods, felled tree. 

They got into a political or economic argument and bridges castigated Pritchett, whose 
nickname was Woodchuck, as the kind of Marxist who uses his Marxism to play the stock 
markrt. ^Pet4 did well enough to get a .icense and open a large restuarant in the J8 and 
v olumbia Hoad area. He and his wife and I remained good friends until he loused up, p^lying 
around with his sister-in-law, which broke up his marriage and his business. When we farmed 
and stopped off for supper on our way home|ron DC, Hate sat us An the back, next to the 
kitchen, at the family table. Aid we ate like family, with Pete doing the cooking for 
us. (He had to hire chefs but after a week ho had them wash dishes because they didn't 
cook up to his/btandards.) Not long after we bought the land I cleared for our farm Hil 
had exploratory surgery that lasted five hours. I got more and more worried as those 
long hours dragged on and then they wheeled her in, tubes in and sticking in her, with 
strong hospital smells, and I barely got out of the room when passed out. I got more 
attention then she did. We’d just started building our home and that day they were 
pouring the footings. Priends of -4.1' s and mine, a woman she'd worked with and her husband, 
picked me up at the hospital and we drove to fete's. I was famished, hadn't eaten all 
day, and I knew by then that £il was OK, so was relieved. I ordered two pizzas. And I'd 
take a bite and fall asleep chewing and wake up and take another bite. Then, in my farm 
truck, I took -4.1' s mother and her sister-in-law to see £il and to Pete's for supper on 
the way home. Neither had ever been in an Italian restaurant and had never heard of 
pairons having the relationship we had with the ^bniCs. We were at the family table and 
with their ignorance of Italian cooking they agreed on the chicken cacciatore. When it 
was served the restaur ant^ot was put on the tabje. Ploored the^/Sakes alive, child, 
one of th©a said to me, we can't eat all that. No, Pete said, you take the rest home. We 
did, in fin enormous pickel jar, much more than a gallon. 
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East Harlem was rough and Marc's mother was always afraid that his enemies would 
try to hurt him. He was quite an orator, inclduing in Italian, and he held regular 

3treet-corner meetings during campaigns. His mother was always there, over his ob- 
jections, with aft jjffad pipe inside a newspaper, “obody was going to hurt her ^arcl He 
was both enbarrased and loved it! (Gilberto made the speeches in support of him in the 
Spanish sections of <"ast Harlem, and he was a superby orator in Spanish. I do remember 
writing a spech for him in English, to be delivered at a wartime conference that was to 
discuss what the war and its problems mean/ - especially in terms of food, for the people 
o* Puerto Sico.) 

" x 

Although their politics grew in different direc/ions, Marc and Laguardia remained 

friends. When LaG. headed UKHRA I remember driving' **arc to meet him at the ticket counter 
at National Airport. The Little Flower was as short as stories have it and he wore the 
kind of broad-brimmed hat the cartoonists loved. I think Marc referred to him a s“ ma jor/' 
not by his name, after the rank he got fighting, I think as a /pilot, in US forces in 
Italy in Eorld War I. Lid you hear that during a newspaper strike ^aG used the city-owned 
radio station Sunday mornings to read the comic streps to the cliildren/ x t is true. And 
all kids of all ages loved the way he did it, accent and all. With descriptions. 

Well, the letter got me to rambling again. Supper time, if only there had been time 
for oral histories, with good questioners, how much mighr come to mind! 


fc- it Ul 



